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HOUGH TI very much fear you are not the per- 
fon to whom I have addreſſed this crazy farrago, 


yet give me leave to ſay I do not think you leſs worthy of 
ſo empty an honour. Flattery is the main ſubject of all 
dedications, and profit the underplot. Were I diſpoſed 
to follow this gragi-comical example, I might tell the world 


(SP it be a truth ſo generally acknowledged that it 
A needs 


whole tenour of your life and converſation are convincing; 


fee you or even to hear your name, 


(a) 
needs no proof) how much you excell all others in every 
accompliſhment both of head and heart. "Thoſe writings, 

with which perhaps hereafter you may honour the publick, 
will be ſufficient teſtimonies of the firſt ; and of the laſt, the 


evidences. If I, Sir, who never had the pleaſure either to 


can vouch thus much in 


your favour, what muſt we expect to hear from thoſe who 


have been honoured with your love and friendſhip? 


This is only a taſte of what I might fay were I ed to 
flattery ; and even here I am like the poor man who grew 
prolix in the praiſe of brevity. However, I muſt thank you 


for reſcuing this trifle from the jaundice; a faſhionable, fallow 
- diſeaſe, which things of this kind will acquire by hanging too 


long expoſed to the ſun at a ſhop window. Taking it for 


granted that you are a Lounger, I ſhall not detain you 


longer than the time allowed for a ſtroll up and down the 
High-ſtreet, including one gaze at the prin? Haaf, and con- 
clude by beginning to tell you. how | 


I laugh 


(50) 
J laugh at thoſe who cannot weave 
A verſe without the Muſe's leave, 
Who beg with formal invocation 
A grain or two of inſpiration ; 
Which, once obtained, away they ſpring, 
Like child releas'd from apron ftring ; 
Or like a bird on broken wing; 
Or like —in mort, e any ching. 
Yet hold, I've hit, you U all agree, 
Upon a better fimile | 
By far, and one that's more compleat. 
The pigmy tribes of Panton-ſtreet, 
Thoſe hardy blades, thoſe hearts of oak, 


Obedient to a tyrant's yoke; 


Who, void themſelves of ſenſe or motion, 


Poor ſouls! are quite at his devotion : 
As acts unſeen the fpiral ſpring, 


They twitch, run, wriggle, ſtrut or ling, F 


And ſhew in various eee 
Mechanical geſticulations. 
| A 2 


Such 


ö Such is the Bard who cannot 1 
| Before the Muſe hag oil'd his rump 3 ; 
| Nor cut one literary caper 
| Before ſhe animates his paper. 
This curious preparation done, i 
| a His wit becomes automaton. * 
| The Muſe and Flockton thus we prove 
| Their poets and their puppets move. 
The mere machine of fleſh and-blood 
Wound up to life like Flockton's wood, 
Will prove at beſt, his works will ſhew it, 
A very lignum vitz poet. 
Think they dic mibi muſa verum, 
Sufficient magick to inſpire em, 
So if they chance to mils their way, 
The Muſe is more in fault than they; 
| For, by her help it was they roſe . 
| An inch above the bounds of proſe.— 


a Oe ů ¶—U— bt oo. 


"Rot — 


Thus much premis d, away I fly 


To regions hid from vulgar eye; 


2 


"P 


— 


Or what amounts to much the ſame 
(To prove how quick the verſes came) 


Thus much premis d, away I ſoar, 
To regions never ſeen before. 


So when for C ritics all agree 
There's nothing like a ſimile, 
A thing of courſe but here I know 
"Twill be particularly 1 
And were it not, 'twould be abſurd, 
I think, to doubt a Critic s word ; 
For they, as various writers tell u, 
Are very ſhrewd, ingenious fellows. 5 
What though upon his natal hour 
A ſulky cloud was ſeen to lower? 
Though the crack'd Jordan of Aquarius 
Leak'd much, and weather was precariou#? | 
Though Phœbus had conceal d his n 
Dripping and dull beneath a thed.s :-- + 
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You might with equal . bez gets 
The man who ſets a broken beg, 1 


And 1 bee the e none could fee 

An Animal refbile? 5 YOU SOT 07 \ 
Yet he may judge, WIR ah dit 
Fa verſe hobbles laue upon tan feet; 
If it moves on with eaſy gait, 

Or hops up and dawn. upon. eight ; 

A Philomath as ſogn might fail i in 


Knowing Vlcle from Sealene, 
And thus you ſee * tis not requir 4. Ee 


That Critics ſhould be born 8 55 
Nor do they need. a fig (grain, .; 


Of fiction to adorn the brain. . 45 
D'ye think the man, becauſe his J able 5 5 


To cobble, can compoſe a fable? 


Juſt to ſtep over to his thop, 
And t ch one, N türn x py 


Hitch'd on 2 would! pro Aon 2 
As rothe made of fleſh and blood. Rf 


In 


4 


In ſuch a caſe, 1 mould be much 

Concern'd for my good friends the Dutch; 

Who have, by dint of dullneſt, made 

The Critic's a good thriving trade. F 

An honeſt, heavy-headed, crew "i 

And yet, to give the dogs their due, 

I know of none more fit to be 

The Scavengers of poetry. 

Sometimes a knowing one, ti 158 

Will grind: a learned verſe or two; 

Which, though 'ewill | ſean and prove: as well 
As Virgil s, every ſyllable, 

Is yet (be't ſpoken to their ſhame). 

So very regularly tame, | 


Does with ſuch trim compoſure ſtir, 
Looks ſo like Crop the Cimjurer ; " 
With tediots expletives ho lingers, | 


Each word ſeems meaſur d on the fingers; 3 ; | 


And ſneaks, affaid to caper high, 
On the tight rope of Profody. 15 


( wÞ )) 
By way of proof, what think you, Sig, 
Of Hypercritick Scaliger? } 
Who, after many a uin deſire | 


To light a match at Homer's fire, - _ 


Stung to the * with ivy "eine TIC 
And threw cold water on the flame. 
Fruitleſs attempt! for it e appears 


The flame has burnt three thouſand years; , 


And 'tis not in the Power, 1 doubt, 
Of Gulliver to put it out. | 
Nor can ten commentators {mother 
That fire, or raiſe up ſuch another. 
In ſhort, a Critic is a hone ores bl 
For bards to whet their wit upon. 
But he, (fo writers Rate the matter) 
Will ſhine a bard of the firſt water, 
If at his birth the Waits ſhould come, 
With five ha; if frddles and a drum, 

Or the ſhrill treble of a fle, 


To uſher in the babe to life; 


If 
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If o'er the marble hearth the Muſe 
Nimbly trips without or ſhoes | 
Or ſtockings, for all bards declare 
Such folks as theſe go always bare; 
Or elſe will wear inſtead of ſhoe, 


Half garters made of morning-dew; 7 
So thin the ſoles, that dreſt i in theſe 


They kick and ſeamper as they pleaſe, 
Incapable, however wild, | 
To wake the nurſe or fright the child. 
Now if the parents once can win. 

From Miſs Melpomene a prin, 
A Tabby, O er, or—it matters 
Not, they ve grins of various natures, 
Tis done, the mother's pains grow ſweeter, 
The little baby ſquawls in metre; 
Now begs, though ſcarcely off his rump yet, 
A drum and queaking penny trumpet; 
Bure proof, that ere he grows much higher 


Than Shock, he'll Play upon the lyre. 


B 


7 
In fix months more, the youth grows vain, 
Rides cock horſe on his father's 8 cane; | 
And firſt in ſhort excurſions tries 
His ſtrength, then round the carpet flies; - 
Nor chairs nor ſkirting board impede 
His indefatigable | ſteed: | 
Then, bolder ſill, be likes to travel 
Round the graſs and up the gravel, | 
Heedleſs of harm, and ſticks upon 
His horſe like a Bellerophon. 
At laſt, on ſome unlucky day, 
(Whether ſuch ſteeds can run away 
Or no, I can't pretend to fay ; "is 
For once, however, we'll 8 70 
They can; ſo on the ſtory goes) 
And yet, ſince ſecond thoughts are beſt, 
III leave you all to gueſs the reſt, 
But to preceed, the Poet thus 
Upon his {lender Pegaſus, 


== * 


As 


( ins )1 
As 'tis the faſhion, loves to ride, 
And ambles up the mountain's fade ; 
Modeſt at firſt he leatns to follow, 
And give the whip hand to Apollo: 
But now more bold, the youth hs 
Acquainted with Apollo's grooms, 
Talks tur ſiſb, and to mend the matter, 
Will ſometimes ride the nag to water. 

At laſt, upon a fatal day, 

Too highly fed on claſſie hay; 
Or elſe the grooms, (for all agree 
The Gods play tricks as well as we, 
And think they do no moral ſin 
By taking one another in?) 
To give the nag a ſprightlier tread, 
And make it wince and toſs its head, 
Like Jockeys at a country fair, 


Had put ſome pepper, you know where— 

But hold—I only meant to ſhew. 

The ſteed had laid the poet low: 
* Long 


(14 } 
Long time he ſtrove, poor man | in vain 
To graſp the pannel or the mane; . 
Full bree times thrice he ſtrove before 
He fell, I fear to riſe no more! 
And i in this pickle, juſt to caſe 
My pen, we'll leave him if ou Fu 
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AD I one ſpark of Butler's fire, 
Or comic Anſtey's claſſic lyre, 
Would honeſt Mat my want ſupply 


With his originality, 

And teach 'me in his way to tell 

A ſimple ftory half as well; 

Would Gay throw in a ſpice of wit, 
Some quaint device; ſome lucky hit; 


IL. 


( 6 ) 
Would eaſy Lloyd the power beſtow 


Like his to make my verſes flow, 


And write, currante Calamo 


Would poor Charles Denis be fo kind 


To lift me gently up behind; _. 
To ride eccentrically round, 

An airing on poetic. ground 

Or would judicious Colman draw 
The outlines true to Critic's law : 


And would, to ſum up all in one, 
Apollo's firſt high favour'd ſon ; 
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Would Whitehead, Laureate Bard, but _ 


To animate the, limping ſtrain + 
With ſenſe and humour, while I try 


At ſomething like. variety. 


I don't believe, upon my foul, . 1 

I'd give five farthings for the whole: 1 
Five farthings truly — nonſenſe | uff | 

I would not give a pinch of ſnuff | — 


( 3 
What! ſhall a muſelike mine be made 
A vile retailer of the trade: | 
Keep a ſmall wit ſhop or a ſtand, 
And deal it out at fecond hand ? 
Or mounting up poetic ladders, 
Soar out of fight, like cat on bladders ; 
And then, if once the friendly gale . 
That buoys: her up ſhould chance to fail, 
In giddy whirls her head runs round, 
Her breech ſalutes th* unwelcome: ground; 
Or elſe, perhaps, the dreadful wo 
Of Batbos, many f a Muſe's doom, 
Receives her falling; and; no doubt, 
Once in will never let her out. 


Now Bathos is, as all agree, 
The Lazar Houſe of paetryc ,. 
There gouty verſe expiring lies, 
Aſfthmatic metre, ſimilie, 
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Convulſiue metaphors, lame; ſtories 
Blind tropes, aiſtrat ted allegories 
Bombaſt i in moon truck phrenzy tearing „ 
The Muſe's robes, his eye- balls glaring, ' ' 
Aſſumes the God till, tir'd with pain, 
He ſinks into himſelf again. 

There love-fick Elegy, reclining _ 

Her moaping head, with woful wining, 

All on a bluſhing bed of roſes 1158 


Some momſtrous pretty things com poſes 


Not far behind lies Tragedy, | 
With heart-fick qualms ; while Comedy 


With a long ſentimental f: ace, 


Seems pitying her poor fiſter's caſe. 
From couch to couch in diſmal row, 


Fat Lounging waddles to and fro; 


And ever and anon he preſt 


His double chin againſt his breaſt, 
Diſturbing ſoon a ſhort repoſe 
With the loud muſick of his noſe. 
Trium- 


0 19 ) 
Triumphant Dullngſe, poppy- crown d. 
Behind him ſtalked her fatal round; 
In her right hand, lethargic queen 
A vaſt extinguiſber was ſeen; 
Which o'er thi expiring flame of life 
Impending, kept a doubtful ftrife, 
And every moment ſeemed about 
To fall, and put the candle out. 


But to return — Twas ſaid, you know, 


About two centuries ago; 


Two centuries? Twill ſound much more 


Like truth, if we can call it four. 

Four be it then, for as to time, | 

We change and ſait it to the rhyme ; 

And here, you ſee, tis nothi ng more 

Than changing two to number four: 

"The ſelf fame rule of courſe will do 

In changing four to number two : 

And if they neither will agree 

In rhyme, then welcome number three ! 
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But to return. For he, F think, 
Who only breaks the ſlighteft lin 
Of his main argument, and dwells 
Upon the zig-zag principles * 
Of wild digreſſions, ſwiſt as vind, 
Leaving his ſubject far behind; 
Forſakes the Muſe's level line, 

And turns her walks to ſerpentine; 
Each verſe at random as it flows, 


Scarce ſees an inch before its noſe ; 


And he himſelf is prov'd by night or 

Day, a jack o lantern writer. — 

Yet hold, I'm wrong, for people ſay 

No jack o lantern ſhines by day ; 

And that at night alone tis ſeen- 

Slow failing o'er the ſwampy green. 

At night—whar time with well-comb'd head, 
All /ober folks are gone to bed; 55 | 
Save where in chilly garret ſits 

The wretch who lives upon his wits ; 


Free 
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| Free from all reſort of mirth, | 
Save" the cricket on the W io. bs) 
Or a playful listen t charm, liz dor Alte 1 
Chafing her tail to keep her warm. 5 
Through the ſad chaſm in yonder pane 8 
Starting, he hears the ruſty vane 
Creaking on his chimney top; 
While two tender zabbies ſtop 
On the ſhelving roof, and ſqawl 
Their loves in amorous caterwaw/.— 
But hold, we will not now-intrude | 
Upon his cheerleſs ſolitude. | 
Then give me leave to lay before ye | 
The outlines of an-ancient ſtory; — 
Though, as I am not now-at leiſure, 755 
Some other time I'll wait your pleaſure: : 
Next Term, perhaps—or when I'm gone— 
| Juſt as the /ounging fit comes on. 
And thus (nor have you cauſe to doubt it) 
I've ſung about it and about it. 
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me. I think you will allow-the-'2ime better 
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afforded you a Monftrous' good Lounge, 
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